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CECCO ANGIOLIERI, DA SIENA

I.   TO DANTE ALIGHIERI

SONNET
On the, last Sonnet of the Vita Nuova 1

DANTE ALIGHIERE, Cecco, your good friend
And servant, gives you greeting as his lord,
And prays you for the sake of Love's accord,

(Love being the Master before whom you bend,)

That you will pardon him if he offend,
Even as your gentle heart can well afford.
All that he wants to say is just one word

Which partly chides your sonnet at the end.

For where the measure changes, first you say
You do not understand the gentle speech
A spirit made touching your Beatrice :

And next you tell your ladies how, straightway,
You understand it.   Wherefore (look you) each
Of these your words the other's sense denies.

II.

He will not be too deeply in Love

I AM enamoured, and yet not so much

But that I'd do without it easily ;

And my own mind thinks all the more of me
That Love has not quite penned me in his hutch.
Enough if for his sake I dance and touch

The lute, and serve his servants cheerfully :

An overdose is worse than none would be :
Love is no lord of mine3 I'm proud to vouch.
So let no woman who is born conceive.

That 111 be her liege slave, as I see some,

Be she as fair and dainty as she will.
Too much of love makes idiots, I believe :

I like not any fashion that turns glum

The heart, and makes the visage sick and ill.
1 See ante, p. 384.